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y i The Tragedy of Othello 

I cannot weepe,noranfwerehaue I none. 

But what (hould goc by water : prethee to night 
Lay on my bed tny wedding (heetSj remember. 

And call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here it a change indeed. Exit. 

Def. Tis meet I (hould bevfdefo,very meet. 

How haue I bin behau’d, that he might ttickc 
The fmall’ft opinion on my lead mifufe. Enter Tago 
lag. What is your pleafure Madam? and Lmillia. 

How i’ft with you? 

‘Def. I can not tell : thofc that doe teach young babes 3 
Doe it with gentle roeanes,and cafie taskes 5 
He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

Do. What is the matter Lady? 

£%,. Alas [ago . my Lord hathfobewnor d her* 

T hrowne fuch dcfpite.and heauy termes vponhery 
As true hearts can not beare. 

Def Am I that name f.gt? 

Jao What name faire Lady? 

Def Such as (hefayes my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call'd her whore ; a begger in his dt inke. 

Could not haue fayed fuch tcarmes vpon his Callet, 
jag Why did he fo? ■ 

Def. I do nor know, I am fure l am none fuch. 
lag. Doc nor wecpe,doe not weepe t alas *nc day, , 

Em. Has ihcfor^efo many ^bJetmcgSi 
Her Fatherland her Countrey ,and nerl ««**? • 

To b- cald rh'otb? would it not rn.ike.one weepe. 

^ . 1 

Hme not dcoM*,** tJSaaJ; 

jag. Fic.there is no fuch man it is rnpolsible. 

c ‘Jefi lUny fuchthctcarc • £n - ^ 
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the cJM oore of Venice. 

A , halter pardon him,and hell gnaw his bnuee . 
Why (hould he call her whore ? who kefpes her companv? 
W har place, what time, what forme, what likelihood? 9 
The Moore s abus’d by fome moft viilanous knaue s 
Some bale notorious knauc/oroefcoruy fellow : 
r heaoen.thst fuchcorpauions thoudft vnfold 
And put m cuery honeft hand a whip 9 

To laihthe ralcalJ, naked through the world 
Euen from the eaft to’th weft. a 

lag. Speake within dores. 
em. O fie vpon him ; fo me fuch fquire he was. 

That turnd your wit,thefe3my fide tvitbout ’ 

And made you to fufped me with the Moore 
lag. You are a foole.goc to. 

Def O good Dgo. 

r ^ ? aH i doe to l w . in Lord againe ? 

i by th ' s l,sat hMuc ". 

Here I knoelei 

Ifere my will did trefpafle'gainft hislouc. 

Either m difcourfe,or t bought, or aSuall deed, 

Orthatmine eyes, mine cares, or any fence, 

Delighted them in any other formed 
Or that I doe noc yet, and euer did, 

Atideuer will (though he doefliakemeoff 

i norcc me nt, ) | 0U e him deerely : 

Comfort forfweare mej vukindndfe may doe much. 

And his vnkmdncflc may defeat my life 

fZZTl?™ mv Ioue > 1 «« not fay whore. 

It doth abhorre me,no.w ! fpeakc the word, 

J° d <* thC *i *h*addfeioh earne. 

Not the worlds mafic of vanity could make me. 

I pray you be content, tis buc his humour, 

ThebufmefllofcheStatedoeshimofience, ’ 

And he does chide vrirh you, * ' 

Def If t‘ were no other. 

ul ?V Tis buc . fo ’ 1 warra ™ you : 

»ke hor tiiefe inftrumentsfummon you to flipper,! 
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